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To the Right Honourable 
CHARLES Lord Montague, 
Baron of Halliſax, 8c. 


Know the World may juſtly arraign me of Pre- 
ſumption and Arrogance, for Dedicating ſomean 
a Trifle to ſo great a Perſon. But twas the 
Conſideration of your Lordſhip's Humanity, and 
Condeſcenſion made me venture ſo boldly for that 
Protection, which otherwiſe I could never hope. Not 
Envy it {elf durſt ſnarle at any thing ſhelter d under 
your Lordſhip's Name; fo great a Deference, ev'n 
the moſt ill- natur d Part of Mankind, pay to the 
Generous Protector of the Muſes. You (my Lord) 
are the Apollo of our Iſle, to whom the Brittiſh Mu- 
ſes render their Homage, as the Romans of old to 
their great Macenas. IL was he that rais'd them to 
their envyd Height, and Grandeur; all that had 
any Worth he favour d, and protected, Nurſt them 
in his princely Beams, and gave them a nobler Being: 
Whilſt they, in return, ſung their Patron's Fame, 
and tranſmitted Mæcenas to Poſterity. But you 
(my Lord) need not theſe little Helps of Poetry; 
Fame waits on all your Actions: Tho every Bard 


were 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
were ſilent, yet ſhould the Names of Montagne and 


Hallifax be handed down to diſtant Ages, and re- 


main a glorious Example of Juſtice, Prudence, and 
Magnanimity to all fucreeding Times. I would not 


(my Lord) pretend a Panegyrick upon your Vir- 


tues; for that were beyond the Reach of Flattery. 
We know you are Juſt, and Wiſe, and Good, a- 
dorn d with every noble Qualification to render you 
fit for thoſe Honours you ſo deſervedly Enjoy. Give 


me leave to throw this poor attempt at your Lord- 


ſhip's Feet, and beg pardon for ſo boldly preſuming 


to aſcribe to my ſelf the Title of 
Your LORDSHIP's 


 Mſt Humble and me 


Devoted Servant. 
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The Grove, &c. 


, Ivine Thalia! Charmer of my Breaſt, 

To whom I fly, when with rude Cares opprelt : 

Thou only vernal Virgin of the Nine, 

Who mak'ſt the Spring with blooming Glor ies ſhine. 

And pleas'd with Gardens, and a ſilent Grove, 

Inſpirſt the Swains with Gayety and Love. 

Renew thy Favours, teach me to relate, 

The Shepherd's Love, the Nymph's diſſembled hate; 

How he and Cycnus by the Moons pale Light 


— 


10 With rival Songs, beguil'd the paſſing Night: 


And with what Joy the Youth for ſook the Shade, 
And ran t embrace the dear relenting Maid. 
His yearly Race bright Phebus thrice had run, 
And now again the radiant Courſe begun: 
Since Love-lick Theron turnd a Shepherd Swain, 
To feed a Flock, and play a rural Strain. 
To higher Notes, at firſt his Harp he ſtrung, 
And of immortal Gods, and Heroes ſung ; 
Till in a ſwift purſuit of Love, and Fame, 

20 A fond endeavour, and a hapleſs Flame 
In thought ſecure (hard Fate!) he chancd to find, 
The Town, and Celia both at once unkind. 
One 10oth'd him on with hopes of coming Joys, 
The other bid him ſnatch the falling Bays : 
But ſoon the falſe, inconſtant Wheel was turn'd ; 
He ſaw his Verſes damn'd, his Paſſion ſcornd, 
Then in a Rage th ingrateful Town forſook, 
With many a Sigh, and many a parting Look, 
And tothe Shades his mourning Mule convey'd ; 

30 To weep his Fate, and curſe the cruel Maid. 


B Where 


3 
Where now in unmoleſted Peace he reigns 
- Th' uarivald Prince of all the tuneful Swains, 

Io him, and Pan they conlecrate the Plains. 
No beauteous Virgin, that is usd to wield 
The harmleſs Crook, and trace the dewy Field : 
But will for Theron weaye a flow ry Crown, 
And ſighing with the Shepherd were her own. 
No Swain ſo rude, but bows at Theron's Name, 
Proclaims his wondrous worth, and ſings his happy Fame. 

40 This Oenus heard; whoſe Mult in Buskins ſingss 
The Fall of Empires, and the Fate of 3 1 3 


ENS 
A N 


Or laſhes, with a ſharp Satyrick Rage 10 
The Follies of a lewd, degenerous Age. 11 cot © q 
ie heard, he ſaw, he read with wond'ring Eyes 4 


The happy Strains, and ownd a vaſt Surprize. 
So ſoft, 10 moving, yet ſo full of Fire; _ 1 
Made Envys ſelf His matchleſs Skill admire. _—_— 
Yet nought the unbelieving Bard coud move, C 
'To think ſuch Verſe the product of a Grove. Z 
50 Till urg'd with Envy of anothers Fame, |: 
From noiſy Streets, to ſilent Shades, he came; 
To ſee the Vouth that ſung ſuch tender I 
And try who beſt deſerv'd a Crown of Bays, . 
To tempt from Solitude the caretul Swan. 
And with kind Tidings end his growing Pain. 
Tall Shadows now from diſtant Mountains fell, 
Each Swain his Cot, each Hermit ſought his dll: N 
But Theron to a lonely Grove repairs; | 
To mourn his Love, and ling away his Cares | 
60 There, every Night, when Silence filld the Weeds, 
And brooding Darkneſs ore the Fields, and Floods 
Had 1pread her ſable Wings: the penfive Swain 
Would ſit, and weep, and of the Stars ne I 0 
And Celia, cruel Celia cry, in vain. 7 
But now the mn Moon with Silver Light, | 
Began to paint the qusky Face of Night, 
And oer the Meads, her Lucid Beams advance: 
Where mimick Elves in antick Figures dance; | 
When Cycmts liſt'ning traversd oer the Grove, pes 1 — 
70 And heard the Shepherd thus complain of Love. 


Ah 


„ 

Ah cruel Moon! (the mournful Youth began) 
Jo me unwelcome, us thy Brother Sun: 
= On happier Lovers Ipread thy ſilent Dein; 
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That Kiſs in Shades, or walk by warbling Serena 
= They may rejoyce, and bleſs thee for thy Light, 
* | But let my. Woes,. and me be hid in Night : | 
>| Dar!kneſs, Oblivion, everlaſting Shades, 
"I Where no bright glimpſe the dreary gloomi invedes a 
= | lf ſuch a Place there be) that Place I cravej 
1 80 As diſmal as my Thoughts, and ſilent as the Grave. 


Ah Celia, fair, unkind! Didſt thou but kriow 
How full of Pain | live, how fraught with Woe ; 
3 (If ought a Heart of Adamant can move 
* Thou need ſt muſt Pity, tho thou can'ſt not Love. 
4 Here all the Night, about the Shades I rove, 
Z And all my Tale, is Celia, Fate, and Love. 
3 Or elſe upon ſome. riſing Hillock 1ye, . 
NF Sigh; Languiſh, Weep, and'wiſh 1 cond but dye! 
Hills, Groves, and Woods are conſcious of my Flame, 
90 And every Tree bears cruel Cehas Name. 
Poor Philomel, ſometimes affords relief, 
And in a kind Condolance ſooths my rief: 
She's with my Cares fo well acquainted grown; 
She ſings my Wrongs and quite forgets her own. 
But all in vain : My Sorrows will not ceale, 
Till cells Voice ſhall huſh my Soul to peace; 
From her alone a Cure I muſt obtain, | 
She gave the Wound, and muſt reheve the Pain, 
If not, Im in Deſpair, and Anguiſh loſt, 


- — — nent — — — 


4 100 And ſoon, ſhall be a wandririg, weeping Ghoſi. 

1 Dear charming Tyrant let my Tears prevail, 
= (Nought can ſucced, if theſe laſt Tears could fail. ) 
” Leave, leave the Town, and to theſe Shades repair; 


Theſe Shades will Yields a ſofter, ſweeter Air. 
Here free from Buſineſs in a calm Retreat, 


Delightful as the Muſes ſacred Seat, 
In charming Grotts, green Fields, and ſhady Bowers, 
Well ſweetly paſs t the gay, the ſmiling Hours: 
Here like the Mortals of the golden Age, 

_ 119 Secure from Envy, Treach'ry, LF: and Rage 


L How 


How happy, more then happy! ſhould we be, 
Would ſt thou but come, and love and live, with me? 
But if at laſt your Pity, you deny, e , 
And I (in ſpite of all my tears) muſt die: 

Yet let poor Theron, e er his Soul depart, 
Once more behold thoſe Eyes which fir d his Heart: 
| Grant me once more, to view thy charming Face, 

Snatch one dear;Kiſs and ſteal a ſhort Embrace. 


| * I'll not offend thee by too long a ſtay, | 


* 


| 120 But preſs my Love, my laſt ſoft Homage pay; 
| For Charon waits to waft my ſighing Soul away. 
[ This, and much more the penſive Shepherd ſung, 
| Till grief o'erwhelm'd his Voice, and ſtopt his Tongue; 
| And Cycnus now convinc'd, that Theron's Name J 
3 | Had well deſervd the beſt, and nobleſt Fame; c 
Gently advanc'd, and to the Shepherd came. 5 
Where thus he ſpoke, and ſeem d to mourn his Fate: 
Ah happy Swain, wert not for Celia's Hate! 
I is ſtrange, fond Youth, ſhe can reſiſt ſo long 
130 The powerful Charms of your inchanting Song ; 
So well you ſing, ſo well complain of Love, | I 
Your Verſe might paſſion in a Statue move, | 4 
Calm a rude Tempeſt, {till the raging Wind, f 
Stop rapid Streams, or make a Monſter Kind, 
Sure (he's no Woman, or in Defarts nurſt, 
With Blood of Panthers quench'd her Infant Thirſt ; 
| Stupid and W1ld as they ; the Savage Bowl 
| Drown all the Softneſs of the humane Soul; 
| For were there but on Spark of Native Fire, 
= 140 Soft Theron's ſighing Lays would fan Deſire, g 
| | Melt the Coy Nymph, till ſhe her Love confeſt, 
And Breath'd her Paſſion on his Joyful Breaſt : 
But ſhe who ſtands unmoved at Theron's Charms 
| Muſt be unworthy of his bliſsful Arms. 
= Let me adviſe, come leave the lonely Grove, 
And ſtrive to cancel this unhappy Love 
| Not here in Shades indulge the darling Grief ; 
| Silence augments your Pain, not yields relief. 
Return, return, and all your Cares forget, 1 
And former Pleaſures with freſh Guſt repeat. 
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04 
Our crowded Town more pleaſant Objects yields, 
Than either Groves, or Streams, or Woods, or Fields. 
You may be happy there, you there may find 
Your Stars indulgent and a Miſtreſs kind. | 
And yielding Fame no more your Arms will 3 
But give the Crown which you ſo juſtly won. 
Return, return, great Willam's Deeds rehearſe, 
And ſing his Battels in immortal Verſe. 39 


Tell, how the Seas he in loud 'Tempelſts croſt; | 


160 To ſave a Nation, which had elſe been loſt : 


How he the Crown, at laſt vouchſaf d to take, 
Not for his own, but poor Britannia's Sake. 

Secure of Conqueſt, wherelocer he fought 
Returning home, Triumphant Laurels brought ! 
Sing how the Hero paſt the rapid Flood, | 
Role from the Waves, and look:d the Warri 10r God! 
With Joy the Billows ſuch a Burthen bore ; 

Whilſt ſounding Fame, and Vict ry flew before; 5 
Then how the Toyls of War he could tuſtain, 


170 Smiling on Fear with a ſerene Diſdain, 


And glad to hear the Trumpet schearful call, 
Still'ruſh'd thro Danger, and deſpis d it all. 
And how at laſt a happy Peace reſtor d, 

The joyful Hero ſneathd his willing Sword. 
Let his great Acts be your inſpiring Theam, 
Nor longer here thus ſooth a ſickly Dream. 

Thus the preſuming Bard to Theron ſpoke; 
And thus at laſt the Swain his Silence broke. 

Of Warriors let the skilful Stepny ſin, 
180 And Pryor's Mule her lofty Raptures bring, 
To pay due Honours to a Godlike King. T4 c 

I doom d to Sorrow, muſt in Sylvan Song 

I0o liſt ning Woods, relate my cruel Wrong. 
By Paſſion made unfit for chearful Airs; 
My 2 are all ſubjected to my Cares: 
And ſure no place ſo proper, as a Grove, 
For one that — guiſhes in hopeleſs Love. 
The Town! Klafs, I know the Town too well; 
That fatal Place, where Noiſe, and Tumult dwell. 
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199 Can Virtur hope to fad a Rlace of Reęſt, 0 10 
Whene Vice in her imperial Gloxi ries drolt, [F 
Uſurps the Throne, and is by: ee &.. 
The ſordid Beggar, and the ſhining Lord 5 
No, no; long fince, with indignation fix; . 
From thence the Goddels to the Shades retir . 3156 . 
The Bard reply d; tho Vice is powerful grown, 
Yet has not Virtue quite for ſook the Town... i} Bü. 
To her the genexous ſtill due Homage pay y, 
And ſtill the Goddeſs bears an equal Sway. . 7 
200 Nor will ſhe thence withdraw her brighter Charms; 
Whilſt Callyer Fights her Cauſe with L Arms ; 
And charming Weſley warmd with pious, Rage, 
On Virtues Part, ſo bravely does engage. 
'Tis true, her Reign th unctunking V Algar bate, 
Yet ftill ſhe's low d and honourd by the great, 
2 H. -t, and So. rs ſtill ſupport her States; | 
Suppoſe litigious F cannot reſt, "y ve 
And Fury, Law lies brooding in his Breaſt... er T 
Which, like the Devil Malice drives him on i 
21⁰ = ruine others, tilkhimſelfs undone. 
pole ſome Husbarids here their Wives ar; ; 
— 5 E of Riches, than uxorious Joy ; 3 * bot 
And others rife: to Fortune and to Dams; zt of oc" 
Flying like Eagles at a nobler Game. 
Who Kings defraud, and publick 1 r cheat, b 
Nor fear a Puniſhmenit; becauſe they're. great. _— 
Yet ſure with Virtue we may often e J bc 
Each Man ig nut a B nor a F- —- 40 
Then why ſhoud one that ſings like Theron, "fl 
220 A Place like this to entertain his Muſe ? vg ol 
Can ſenſeleſs trees your wondrous worth 
Or whiſtling Winds ſing your immortal Fame ?,, 
Can you with: Brutes and Savage Beaſts en X 
Or unbred;Swams thar never heard a Wexler! | 
Beyond a numder'd Pſalm or ballad Air, | 5 f 
Sung by vile Strolers at ſome Country Fair? 0 2 
Clowns, who from fruitful Dunghills take cheir riſe 
Wich equal Stamp of Ignorance, and Vice. 


Whoſe 
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| . ( 7 ) | 
Whoſe higheſt Wiſdom, in their Senſes lies, 
3 230 And all their Underſtanding in their Eyes 
= Soft (anſwer d Theron) moderate your Rage 
3 If for the Town with me you would engage. 
Sit down a while: I may ſome reſpite gain, 
ITheſe little Conteſts may divert my Pain. 
Be it your Buſineſs and your Task to tel! 
What Vice what Follies in the Countrey dwell. 
Whilſt 1 a more ungrateful Subject chooſe, 
And to the Town compell m unwilling Mule, 
Aſſume new Numbers and a bolder Face 
240 Texpoſe the lewdnels of the hated Place. 
The Bard agreed, nor ſtay d the Rivals long, 
Er'e ſmiling Cycnus thus begun the Song. 
In vain you boaſt your Innocence 1o great; 
Imperious Vice keeps too her rural Seat: 
The ſordid Swains by Nature prone to ill, 
Want more the Knowledge, than they do the Will. 
There are ſome Crimes peculiar to the Town, 
Not practisd here; becauſe they are unknown. 
But ruſtick Vices ſtam each bluſhing Day, 
250 And the dull Clown is lewdeſt in his Way 
Oft have I laughd. to fee the brainleſs Rout, 
With awkward dancing fling themſelves about: 
Till down their Sunburnt Faces ſweat diſtilbd, 
And undiſtinguiſhd Clamors fill the Field. | 
_ Dyeask the Cauſe? A Farmers eldeſt Senn, 
_ Haight Corydon, the envy'd Prize has won. 
In woeful Rhymes the Victors Praiſe they ſing, 
'I On each of s Arms the buxome Lafles cling : 
4 Then round a Stand of Ale the Ruſticks lie, 
3 260 And drink like Beaſts the ſounding Veſſel dry. 
Ihen drunk; with Luft the mingling Sexes filld 
Act their rank Lewdneſs in the open Field. 
Each Town, each Village well may curſe the Day 
That gave the Cauſe, and call'd them out to play ; 
The dire Remembrance begs at every Door, 
A bawling Baſtard, and a lazy Wh---re. 
Nor are theſe Boors alone, by Vice ſubdud, 
Their Maſters too are ſenſeleſs, vain, and lewd. . 
| Here 


. 

Here in an old thatch d Houſe by Tempeſts torn, 
270 By all but him, and Owls, and Batts forlorn : 
There lives a Wight ; run mad for love of Gold, 
(They call him Colon) wretched, rich, and old. 

No Spouſe, no Offspring ever gracd his Bed; 
Too rough to Love, too covetous to Wed: 
No menial Servants round his table wait, | 
No Crowd of Beggars throng his ſilent Gate, 0 
Alas! the wretch himſelf ſcarce dares to eat. 
Yet under ground the Churl vaſt treaſure keeps, 
And in his mouldy Cheſts the ſhining Idol ſleeps, 
280 Got by Oppreſſion, while the injur'd Poor 
Increaſe, and not partake his uſeleſs Store. E 
Not far from hence a princely Palace ſhrouds 1 
It's riſing Head amongſt the flying Clouds. 4 
Encompaſsd round with a delightful Scene 
Of Rivers, Meads, and Groves for ever Green. 
Where ſmiling Fbra paints the gaudy way, 
And in cool Waves the ſportful Naiads play. 
Too happy Man! the Lord of ſuch a Seat; 
Did Virtue joyn to make the Bliſs compleat: 8 1 
290 But her he knows no more than to deſpiſe; GA. > . 
So from her Arms by conſequence he flies. — -: : 
Drink, Dogs, and Horles, are his darling Joys, 
To this he gives his Nights, to theſe his Days. 
Laviſh of Gold, and prodigal of Health, | 1 
The careleſs Spendthrift idly waſts his Wealtn. 4 
On him a Crew of wretched Rakes depend, =_ 
That ſooth his Follies, and his Faults commend: | 
A Cadet one, old Cavaliers the reſt, ( — 
A drunken Lawyer, and a gaming Prieſt. 
00 With daily Food theſe Locuſts he ſupplies, 
Who, in return perſwade the Fool is wife 
Theſe Theron, theſediſgrace your boaſted Plain, 
Theſe frequent Crimes in every Village reign. 
More I could mention, but let theſe ſuffice - 
To ſhew the Countrey is not free from Vice. 
Happy the Youth ! who far from pen ſive Groves 
pen his Slad Hours in Mirth, and various Loves; 5 


If 


030 


If one e coy! Nymph a wiſhd Erbracedenics,.. 7 2 
Another ſtrait his vacant Arms dupplies. 


zo Hat tho” Pupirius Chuſt Suſpitia ſnhuns. 1 
Io meet his Flames Aurelia pant ing runs 3 1 
Aurelia to her trading Spouſe denyßd 
Ihe Joys of Wedlock, and a — 3 
Puapirius reaps the Harveſt of her Charms, 
And lies intrancd within her cruſhing Arms. 
Sergius the Brave, the Gallant, and the e 
To whom a wedded Wife could yield no oy; 
Luxurious thro the Female World does rover 5d 
By juſt Decree divorc'd from lawful Love. 


2 
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320 You need not here drag on the Load of Life, 


Cloggd with that Houthold Plague, a craving Wife. 

If lowing Blood provoke aſtrong Deſire, 

Some generous Nymph will ſoon abate the Fire: 1 

Or if for Profit youre oblig'd to Wed. | 

A Doctor ſoon removes the Nuſance of your Bed 

You need not of your Thraldom long e 
Mirmil and Maurus ne er took Fees in vain, 

Who's will may live in idle Shades for me, 
Sigh Love to Winds, and wound each harmleſs Tree; 


330 Ill in the Towna Life more ſprightly paſs, 


With generous Friends, and the reviving Glaſs. 

Pray what Diverſions can the Country give, 

That, like the Stage, our careful Thowlits reheve : 

The height of Paſſion there we daily prove; 
Revenge, Hate, Pity, Jealouſy, and Love; 

Our vacant Hours there glad Refreſhment find, 

Which charms the Fancy, and informs the Mind. 

But can your Fields or Plains or Groves produce, 

Except your own, one ſoft one tuneful Mule. 

240 Yes, your Amintas, he that wears the Bays, 

Can ſing ſweet Sonnet, and make Rounde-Lays 
And G----d that writes Lampoons with haſty Rage, 
Still thinks it hard he cannot charm the Age: 

But while he labours on ſo baſe a Theam, 
None will admire, but all deſpiſe his Dream: 
The charming Philomela ſings no more, 

Her Lovers loſt, and ſeeks a foreign Show 


D - She 


(u 


She wastheGlory:of the Groves and Plains 7 
Pride of . and oy uf all the Swans. 'Y 


350 But now ſhes mute. The reſt with tuncleſs Throats 
Like Screedbowls,' hoot their harſn unpleaſing Notes. 


Here ended Cams and thebluſbing Swain E | 
Confeſt hed t uh Reaſon to complain: r= 9 
Yet in theſe Shades, quoth Theron, ne ex were known 3 
| Such barbirous Miſcheifs as inſect the Town. YH 


Extravagance and Luſt, Pride, Envy, Cheats, 


Murders, Oatiis, Atheiſm too, her guilt — ; 
The very Streets will prove th aflertian true, 
Vices of every kind appear in viewp; vi 

360 Rogues of all ſorts, and Fools of every ſize, 97 1 
Some unobſervd paſs by, and ſome affront our Eyes. 8 

Here ſtruts a Fop, with ſtar ch affected grace, 4 
There reels a Sot, with Bacahus in his Face. 

This ſtarves his Belly, that he may be fine; 

And that undoes himſelf, ends, for Wine. 

Here, at the Corner of a crowded Street 

A brace of formal, buiſy Coxcombs meet: 

Of Trade, and of Religion they Diſcourſe, 

But Hy pocrites are always Knaves of courſe, 

370 There, lolling 1 in a Coach, Aureno lies, : 
Whoſe numerous Train does all the Mob reis : 
And gains their Voices, as it Charms their Eyes. 
To theſe he bows as humble as a Slave, #7 

But treats with Inſolence the great, and brave : 4 


Thinks he is wrong d, that of their own accord, „ 
THh' uncivil City had not dubb'd him I | | 
Laviſh as Xerzes, and as Creſus rich; : 
Much every Day receives, and ſquanders much. 4 


Iwo Wh------ by turns his vacant Hours employ ; 3 
zo Whom, as the Gout permits, he do's enjoy. 

Oft with ſham Bounty he beguiles the People, 
Makes drunk the Mob, or elſe erects a Steeple. 

But let him, if hed gain immortal Fame, 

Go build a Chuch, and give it D-----s Name. 

Ah wretched Town! What Monſters doſt thou weed? £ 
What ravenous Harpyes on thy Vitals feed? © 


Pimps, 
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Pimps, Paraſites, Buffoons, deſigning Knaves, 
Audacious Villains, humble cheating Saves 


Such as your Tradeſtnen are, Who Truth diſguife 
390 And live een Cheats, and fr mal Lyes. 


e great, and all would be Tupream, 


| Gain is their God, aHd Profit all their Theme. 


Others by politick Projections lde. 
On fickle Chance the Merchants hopes depend;* 


In great guilt Coaches thro the Streets they ride, 


** 


ico Big with Ambition, bloated up with Pride: 
© Whilſt others, that like ars will foar, 


Fall from their height, and live deſpisd and poor. 
With borrow'd Coin the Banker ventures all, 
And at a puſh muſt either riſe, or fall: 

And ſhould we e er ſee honefty prevail, 
Great-Lumbard-Street might languiſh in a Jail. 
The trading Quacks too bear an equal Part, 
Paultry Pretenders to Apolb's Art; ee 
Certain as Fate th unhappy Patients dye, 


410 Whilſt Lud durſt Tei and Lee apply. 


Lewdneſs pollutes Religious Irving Streams, 
And drunken Ho----nd in the Pulpit Dreams. 
The other Party too has ſuffer d Peng 

Th Impertinence of noiſy tatling 7—--g; 

The hot- brain d Fool a Mad-houfe once reſtrain d, 


And ſickning Bedlam of his Tongue complain. 


But hold, my Muſe, a while ſuſpend thy Rage, 
And tell what worth adorns the thankleſs Age: 
Dorſet and Hallifaz a matchlets Pair, 


420 Have reach d her Sight, and challenge all her Care; 


Dorſet and Hallifax, brave, juſt, and good, 
Noble in Virtue as they are in Blood: 


Great William's Friends, our Iſſes Support and Stay, 


The Poets Patrons, and the Muſes Joy : 
Triumphant ſtand amidſt the facred Throng 


Of learned Bards, whoſe emulative Song 


Ty, 
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In lofty Nanibers: 2 ne' DIO MY . 
Ih immortal Heroes matchleſs Praiſe fehicarts'2 A 
Fixſt generous Pryor, greets the riſing Age, 3 
430 A mighty Genius ſhines thro every age. 
His Theam, and Verſe {till vaſt, are ſtill the fame, 3 
And as his Muſe deſcends mounts upwards too in Flame. 
Whilſt by his Fav rite great Apollo ſtands ũ 1 
Striking the ſpeaking Strings with artful Hands 
Wondring we hear a ſecond Findar ſin g 10 
Extol the Poets Art, adore the God-like King. 
Dryden tis true the mournful Tomb enfolds, © 
A narrow Grave the mighty Poet hold? 
Yet ſhall his Verſe to future Age remain, 
440 And Worlds to come applaud his heavenly Strain, 
Whilſt Garth, and Congreve, Heirs to all the Flame 
With which he wrote, and role to endleſs Fame: g 
Charm with ſoft Harmony thè liſt ning Age, 
Or laſh its Vices with a noble Rage. N 
Judicious Dennis, too with equal Fire 
Shines ſweetly bright, and never 11 Expire. a 
Poor Iphigenia w eeps in ſuch a Strain; + 
We read, we pity, and we feel her Nair E 
Sout herne ſtill moves our Soul with tender Grief; 3 
450 (A fatal Marriage and a double Wife) 
None but a Savage could refrain from Tears 
When he the innocent Adultreſs hears. 
Amongſt the Worthies of the female Quire, 
Clarinda blazes with immortal Fire. 
With genial heat the Delian God has fir d 
Her tender Breaſt, and now ſhe ſings inſpir d: 
Soft rural Lays the tuneful Charmer try'd, 
| Her Numbers like a Silver Current glide. 
Not Behn her ſelf with all her ſofteſt Art 
450 So well could talk of Love, or touch the Heart. 
To all the reſt that wear the ſacred Bays, © 
Unknown, my Muſe a ſilent Homage pays. © © 
But ſee what Crowd is that which lags behind! ? 
With meager Looks; a ſpurious, mungril kind! 
In vain they ſtretch their ſtubble Wings, and try 
Like thoſe before, to mount thro Air and Skye. 


5 


C2 

In vain they catch at Fame; their Touch ſhe ſcorns, 

And to their nativeEarth the grovelingRhymers ſpurns. 

NF Br. n their chief Leader, whom the Mobb adore, 

'Y 470 A Pigmy Poet, ſcandalous, and poor. 

I P-----is to him ſucceeds, and trifling W----d, 

A frolick Writer, and a Smithfield Bard. 

3 Next Se ſhews amidſt the ry mins Throng, 

I Unhappy Poet to have liv'd ſo long! 

2 A Play-wright once ; for Profit, and for Praiſe 
Hedrudgd: But vaniſh d are thoſe golden Days. 
Expell'd the Stage, he met unhappy Times; 

And now for Bread Compoſes Bellman's Rhymes. 
M. -, and D.) are for nothing fit, 
486 But to ſupply with Songs their want of Wit. 
Had not the land Princeſs been adornd 
WithTunes,and pompous Scenes ; ſhe had been ſcorn'd. 
What was not F letcher's, no more Senſe contains, 
Than he that wrote the Jubilee, has Brains; 
Which neer had pleasd the Town, or purchasd Fame, 
But that 'twas chriſtned with a modiſh Name. 
More I could urge in ſcandal to the Town, 
And tell of Crimes to harmleſs Shades unknown. 
How Fathers burn with Execrable Fires, 
450 And Daughters mingle with their luſtful Sires, 
How R----by ſcorns the Ladies charming Eyes, 
And on Male-Love his lewd Embraces tries. 
Some City Matrons too might well prolong 
Th' ungrateful Task of my Satyrick Song, 
Who burn with Liquors, Envy, Luſt, and Pride; 
Nor eer their craving Appetites deny'd, 
Regard the true Concerns of Life no more 
Then the dull Spoule with Bottle and a Whore. 

= But ſtop my Muſe, for it muſt be confeſt, 

A 500 No Sins like thoſe, which do the Town infeſt. i 

=_ By ſeeing part, we may ſuppoſe the reſt. 

Then on and tell what bliſs the Swains enjoy, 

Before ſhrill Chanticleer has wak d the Day. 
With ſofter Voice in rural numbers fin 

The budding Glories of the Infant Spring 


E. When 


614) 
When teeming Nature with a gradual Birth 
Brings forth her var ious Greens, and garniſhes the Earth 
With blooming Flowers, from whole fragrant Leaves 
The painful Bees inrich their uſeful Hives, 0 
519 And the gay Butterfly her Pride receives. 5 
Next by her Liberality beſtow d 
The Mountain Raſps, and Strawberries of the Wood ; 
Then nobler Fruits, loading the ſpreading Trees, 
Whoſe ſplendid Looks the joyful Gazer pleaſe, 
Which ſhow like Gold and Corrals nicely plac'd, 
And like Ambroſia to the thankful Taſt. 
At laſt the rich luxurant purple Vine 
Boaſts her inſpiring Cluſters more Divine; 
Each Place adorn'd with freſh inviteing Groves, 
| 520 For cool Retreats, or ſolitary Loves. 
1 While Phæbuss chearful Beams, with healthful Air 
= Makes a gay glad Elizium every where. 
| Happy the Man, who acts his Part of Life 
In this bleſt Scene, remote from Noiſe and Strife. 
| Content and Eaſe, with all their peaceful Train, - 
Wait every Hour, and = the humble Swain, = 
No golden wiſh invades his homely Seat, | 
Toyex his 1 5 hts with hopes of being great. 
| No frig htful 175. his ſtarting Soul ſurprize, 
| 30 Or male him with the Day with waking Eyes. 
| No Globes, or gilded Spires his Gates adorn, 
No Silk, or Purple's by the' Shepherd worn ; 
| Him, and his Love, a little Cottage holds, 
| And Cloath of Wool, their healthy Limbs enfolds. 
| On Beds,of Moſs they Sleep ſecure, - and found ; 
| With gentle es, and golden Slambers crownd. 
| Or if loud Winds the neighbouring Forreſts ſhake, 
{ Or inter Starms the fleeping Lovers wake; 3 
1 They liſten to the Lemp eſt with delight, 0 E | 
| 450 Das from all, the Tebtours of the Night. 6 
Oh! let me ever live 1 in filent Shades, _ 
Remote from noiſy Towns, and buſy Trades, 
Where I imay, innocently paſs my Days 
In virtuous Pleaſure and in harinleſs Joys, 
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With ſome young Virgin Vot' reſs of the Grove; 
Like Celia fair, but faithful as a Dove. | 
Ah cou'd I once forget that fatal Name, 

Teach my fond Breaſt to own another Flame, 

_ Till the freſh Rapture had erasd her Charms, 
550 And a new Nymph came welcom to my Arms : 
3 Then to the Groves in ſpightly Tunes I'd ſing ; 
3 The Vales ſhould with redoubled Tos ring. 

1 The gay Idea fills my glowing Breaſt 
With fancy d Joys too vaſt to be expreſt. 
How ſweet the Pleaſure! when the Evening Breeze 
With gentle Murmurs fans the waving Trees. 
To walk along the River's yerdant ſide, 
And liſten to the ſoft complaining Tide. 
Or in ſome winding Valley to behold 
560 Our weary Flocks run bleating to their Fold! 
Whilſt on my rural Pipe, I ſoftly play 
A mournful Requiem to the falling Day: 
And the kind Nymph upon my Labour ſmiles, 
Rewarding with a Riss her Shepherds toyle- 
Raptur'd I think, how, when the Shades are fled, 
And hright Aurora leaps from Tithon's Bed. 
Eer Fhebus can relieve the bending Graſs, 
My, Loye and I the flowry Fields might trace. 
To hear the warblings of the winged Choir, 
5-o And taſt the fragant Sweets of morning Air, 
Crop Virgin Violets bluſhing from their Bed, 
And ſip the pearly Dew on Leaves of Roſes ſhed. 
Then, then | Curſe, and ban the baleful Dart 
That in fo ill an Hour transfix'd my Heart. 
Tis then I call the cruel Maid in vain, 
To quit the Town, and haſten to the Plain. 

With rapture Cycnus hard the Shepherd tell, 
What charming Pleaſures in the Countrey dwell, 
Nor longer could the joyful News conceal: 

«<2. Then thus the happy Secret did reveal. 
8% Ul . | 
Prepare dear tuneful Youth, prepare to hear 
A ale fo kind twill charm your raviſhd Ear; 
Celia the Falle, the Faithleſs, and the Fair, 
Fickle as Chance, and fleeting as the Air. 


For 
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. 
For whom you left the Town, and ſought the Groves, 
Spite of her Pride at length has own'd the loves. 

The ſmother d Fire is kindled into Flame, 
There's nothing now ſo dear as 7 heron's Name. 
To morrow ſhe reſigns up all her Charms, 
392 With Joy ſhe runs, ſhe flies into your wiſh'd for Arms. 

As, when the Sun's too powerful Beams invade, 

The tender Lillies, in their native Shade: —- 
With languid Looks, the mourning Flowers decay; 

Scorch'd with the Ardour of a burning Day. 

But when kind Auſter on his hamid Wings 

Some gentle Showers of {oft refreſhment brings, 
And on their Leaves the dewy Cordial ſheds, 

Soon they revive, and raiſe their penſive Heads, 
Regain their fragant ſmell, their Charms retrieve, 

And in their former Pride, and Splendor live. 

So Theron far'd, who but tew Moments paſt 
Droopd in Deſpair, and wish'd to breath his Laſt : 
Now fill'd with Joy, ſtarts ſudden from the Ground, 
And thus taught Eccho a more cheartul Sound. 

She loves! Farewel ye melancholy Woods, 
Farewel, ye ſilver Streams, and chryſtal Floods : 
To whom I've often ſigh'd my Griefs in vain, 
No more, no more you'l hear me now complain. 

She loves! No longer I'll converſe with you, 

©12 Hills, Groves, and Woods, and Solitude adieu. 
Charmrd to the I own again by Celia's call, 
Whole Love, whoſe Virtue, can attone for all. | 
Come, come my Godlike Friend, with winged Feet, 
Well run, and the conſenting Goddeſs meet. 
Stay not to talk; look there, the riſing Day 
Already breaks, and ſummons us away. 

le ſpoke, and thro the dewy Shades they preſt, 
And Phebus roſe, and {mild to ſee the Lover bleſt. 


„ 


— a te 
— —— — 1 2 3 yy 
— * — ß; . — — 


| Lately Publiſhed, 


HE Ladies Defence: Or, The Bride- Woman's Counſeltor Anſwer'd. 
A Poem. In a Dialogue between Sir John Brute, Sir William Love- 


all, Meliſſa, and a 21 of Written by a Lady. Sold by John Deeve at 
Bernard's-Inn-GCate in 


ol born, 


